THE REMINISCENCES OF CARL SCHURZ
A little after 3 p. m. we were startled hy two dis-
charges of cannon followed hy a short rattle of musketry,
apparently near Gilsa's position. Could this already he Jack-
son's advance? I jumped upon my horse and rode with all
speed to the spot from which the noise came. No, it was not
Jackson's advance. I found that only a few rebel cavalrymen
had shown themselves on the old turn-pike west of our right,
and that the two pieces of artillery posted on the road had
been fired off without orders. Evidently Jackson was still feel-
ing' our lines. But my horse was surrounded by regimental
officers of Devens' division, telling me with anxious faces that
their pickets had, time and again during the day, reported the
presence of large bodies of rebel troops at a short distance
from their right flank, and that, if an attack came from that
quarter, they were not in a position to fight. What did I think?
I was heartsick, for I could not tell them what I did think, for
fear of producing a panic. Neither would I deceive. So I
broke away from them and hurried to General Devens to try
whether I could not get him to aid me in another effort to
induce General Howard to order a change of front. To my
surprise I found him rather unconcerned. He had reported
all his information to corps headquarters, he said, and asked
for instructions, and the officer carrying his message had been
told there that General Lee seemed to be in full retreat. He,
Devens, thought that at corps headquarters they were better
informed than he was, and that he could only govern himself
by the instructions received from his superior.

To corps headquarters I returned to make another effort.
There General Howard met me with the news that he had just
been ordered by General Hooker to send Barlow's brigade to
the aid of General Sickles, who had, about noon, set out with
his corps to attack and capture Stonewall Jackson's rear-:
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